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THE STORY-TELLING MACHINE.

Belng the Queer Object Found by Buster John, Sweetest
Susan, Drusilla and Billy Biscuit, Under the
Quidance of Wally Wanderoon,
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“Well, we are not dreaming now,” said
Buster John. “Let's go down the road and
sae if we can find the little old man.”

“An' den what?” inquired Drusilla, with
«uspicion in her voice. “Sposen you fin'
‘im, den what you gwineter do?

“You can't eat 'im, an' you can't take
‘im home wid you. Ef youcan'tdo nothin’
wid 'im, what you want wid 'im?

“1 bet you de man is doin’ mighty well
widout you, an’ o long ez dat's de case
what you want ter fool wid 'im fer?”

“Oh, come on and don't talk so much,”
«aid Buster John impatiently. “While
we are talking here he may be getting
away.”

*1 hope he'll hit you a cinck on e shins
wid his walkin' cane,” exclaimed Drusilla,
with great earnestness. *You-all ain't go
no mo' business foolin' wid dat man dan
vou got flyin'.”

But Drusilla’'s protests were overborne
and if she went along it was through gheer
foroe of habit, and not because she had any
Cesire to go. She had a very vivid remem-
brance of their former adventures, and
she always said that she'd rather have
the nightmare every night than go through
them again.

The children had no difficulty whatever
in finding the little old man. Indeed, as
Drusilla suggested, it seemed that he had
heen waiting for them. He certainly left
that impression on their minds.

When they came up with him he was
atill poking with his cane in the fence ocor-
ners. He turned abo:t when he heard
them coniing and laughed

He had a most comical countenance;
he seemed to be always on the point of
winking familiarly at those to whom he
talked, but he never winked. When just
about to do so he would catch himselfl
and immediately look sober and serious
This made his appearance all the more
comical.

He had laughed or smiled so much that
there were deep furrows between his nose
and his cheeks, and he had a funny looking
wart on the side of his face, just above
his chin. Such a countenance, topped by
a tall stove-pipe hat, was very promising,
and Sweetest Susan would have clapped her
hands in ecsta v if she hadn't been afraid
that the littie old man would have misunder-

tood her meaning.

He turned about and looked at them very
brightly.

“Three howdies and a half!" he exclaimed
“Is it good maerning?”

Sweetest Susan looked at Buster John,
Buster John looked at Wally Wanderoon,
and Drusilla looked at firet one and then the
other. As for Billy Biscuit, who was the
higgest man in the crowd, according to
his own estimat on, he looked at no one,
biit began to hunt for a bird's nest.

Finally, Buster John began to understand
what the little o!1 man meant, and he told
him good morning very politely. The

»thers followed his example, and the little :

old man began to smile again.

*I thought it was a good morning,” he |
I though, too, |
that when a fellow gives out thres howdies '

said; “yes, I ad that idea.

and a half, he ought to he entitled to at
least one good morning at least.”

“What do you mean by three howdies
and a half?" inquired Sweetest Susan.

“Why, three for you larger ones, and a
na!f for the little chap. Suppose I had
ziven him a whole how iy all by himself -
what would he have done with it? Econ-
omy is the word. Why, when I was
voung —-" he paused, waved his cane,
<ighed, and then turned his attention to
noking and prodding in the fence corners

“What are you looking for?" acked
Buster John.

“Why, it’s the simplest thing in the world,” :
“I am looking |

raplied Wally Wanderoon.
for the Good Old Times we used to have.”
“The Good Old Times!" exclaiined Buster
John in astonishment
“Yes, sir; nothing less. Talk about gold

mines! Why, it [ could find the Good Old |

Times we used to have, I'd be the richest
man in the world hefore the end of the week

“I'd divide 'em up with the people I met
in the road. ard they, in returm, wouid give
me evervthing they had. I know men,
and women. too, who would give every.
thing in this world if they could get hack
toir share of the Good Old Times we used
to have ”

“Why do vou search for them here?® |

Voauired Buster John, who was somew hat

panzled

*Why not hore as wall as elsewhore®®
ansvwered the little old man

This seeried to be reasonable, and Bust o
datin made no reply

“More than that " the little old man went
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whether she went or stayed

This being so, she concluded to go a]ong
without furih r invitaton. Sle woul
not go, however, without a fresh protest.

‘Bt 1 go," she maid, “'Twon't be kaze 1
wanter: it'll be bekaze I wanter take keer
er you-all, specially dat ar baby.”

“Well, come on, then,” said the little
old man. “We haven't far to go and not
much time to lose.”

A panel of fence was down, and lhroufh
this Wally Wanderoon went, followed by
the chilcrn. On the other side of the
gap there appeared to be what is called
a blind path.

In to this the little old man «'rick. He
followed it perha twenty yards, and
paused near a mﬁ“pim‘ sapling, which
was bare of limbs for some distance up
the slender trunk.

“Here's our starting point,” said Wally
Wanderoon. “Catch hold, and mind you
don't f¢ll off when we get started good.”

Billy Biscuit, as if he were used to making
the trip, began to laugh, as he grabbea
the mts«a old man's coattails. The others,
following the example set them, caught hold
of the trunk of the tree.

“Now, then,” said the little old man, “are
you ready? One, two, three!”

At first there seemed to be no movement,
but presently the children saw the trees
ind the ground g ‘ding slowly by them. The
fence which they had just come through
joined in the movement, and then every-
thing seemed to be going faster.

The trees and the woods went whirling
by them; and then, all of a sudden, they
'ulm-d that they, and not the fences and

elds, were moving: not only moving, but
flying more rapidly than a railway train--
and vet, they were holding onto the pine
rapling, and when they looked down at their
fvfi: ey seemed to be standing periectly
still,

When the trees and the fields and the
rest of the world, as it seemed to them,
were ﬂyinf by them so rapidly that they
were merely blurs on the eyesight, Drusilla
thought ahie could stand it no louger.

“I dunner what gwineter happen,” she
said in a frightened voice, *but [ know
mighty well dat I'm bleedge ter turn loose,
My head done got ter swimmin an' I ain't
rirht well, nohow."”

*Shut your eyes,” suggested Wally Wand-
eroon,

As soon as she did this, she appeared to
be standing still. And in a bhall a minute
they were standing still, or rather the field
and trees had ceased to race by them.

*Now, then,” said Wally Wandercon,
“wou are in my country. You may eee some
queer things, but you need not be afraid;
there is nothing to harm you.”

The first queer thing that attracted their
attention was discovered by Drusilla
Looking about her with great interest and
curiosity, she found that evervihing was
down hill. Thus a tree, which appeared
to be down hill, when it stood in front,
would also appear to be down hill when you
passad it and loocked back.

Drusilla was not a scientist, bt she saw
at once that something was wrong, and
zhe endeavored to look forward to results

“Ff you want ter worm you'se'f off'n
creation, 'den start one way, an' den turn
ronn' an
dat a-way, kaze when you start down
hill you think it's up hill behine you, but
when vou turn roun' an' look back it's
down hill befo' an' behine, Now, what vou
gwine ter do when dat's de case? How
vou gwineter git back whar you start
from?*

There was, however, a very simple and
practical wav of avoiding the calamity
; which Drusilla’s' sagacity had foreseen
It was &0 simple, indeed, that «he wondered
she had not thought of it hersell

and Billy Biscuit were walking sidewise,
wo that a'though it was down hill before and

! behind them, they found themselves always |

| on level ground.

| *“Dev ain't no tellin' what we egwine ter |

| do nex'.” Drusilla declared with some
show of indignation. “Wa  er walkin’

i sidewavs now, an' T bet “twon't he long |

‘fo' we er gallopin® on our all-fours, er
standiu’ on our heads T bet vou dat ©
Ta be continued

FRENCH TWO-YEAR-OI DS,

| Jockey Freeman Talks of Turf Methods
on the Other Side.

Patsy Freeman, the American jockey
who sailed for France last week, will begin
his fourth campaign there this season
Before sailing he talkel as follows of the
turf on the other side of the Atlantic

“1 Iaft fcr France at the close of the Sara- !

toga meeting in 1900. I realized then that
I had just about lost my usefulness on this
| side, 8o I determined to ride in Europe
t Cash Sloan was the only American boy in
| France at the time, In faet he was the firs
Yankee rider to invade the French turf,

We had for competitors a lot of English |

boys who had been raised in France. Na-

tive French Loys du not seem able 1o ac- |

quire the art of riding raceborses. They
are pot amenable to disciplinve and the
dificulty in inducing them to obey «rders
usially discouyrages the average traire

“1 found conditiors aver there different
from those previlling in this country It
is ousy to understand why Foglish o
American horses, used 1o the hard tracks
of this country or the almost equally hard
turf courses of Erglard, are apt 1o fail
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DOWN WENT THE MERCURY

| And Back the Skipper Toek Everything

He Had Sald Abeut the Barometer.

“It was on a voyage from New York to
Galveston in a three-masted schooner that
I noted the dependence of the skipper on
the glass,” said an amateur mariner. “We

| were held at anchor off Communipaw for
| several days by a howling mnortheaster.

The captain did not seem to take much
notice of the barometer, so I ventured to
ask him if he placdd much faith in it.
“*Well,' he answered, in a confident tone,
‘not a great deal: I sets more store by the

visible signs of the weather.’'

“That seemed a somewhat remarkable
statement for a mariner, but I dropped the
subject and thought no more of it unttl
one afternoon when we were down in the

Gulf of Mexico.

“We were sailing before a light easterly
wind at the rate of ubout three knotsan
hour. A heavy bank of black thunder
cloud was rising from the western horizon
and frequent flashes of lightning were
weaving a fiery network over it. From
time to time the rumble of distant thunder
rolled over the oily surface of the sea.

*The captain, who had been below eince
dinner, came on deck and stood by the man
at the wheel. He scanned the horizon long
and critically, looked aft to note the signs
to windward, leaned over the starboard
rail to guage the speed of the vessel and
then went below,

“Almost immediately I heard a cry of
mingled astonishment and alarm in the
cabin. 1 sprang to the compaulonway
and met the captain hurrying up the steps.
His face was ashen.

“‘My God, man!' he exclaimed before 1
could ask a question, ‘the bottom has
droﬁped out of the glass!'

*He shouted ‘All hands on deck!"and gave
hurried orders to strip the vessel of all
sail. The men on deck scurried about and
the watch below came tumbling ondeck.
In a trice the halliards were let go and the
gails came down on the run, nearly all
together, while men scrambled up the
ratlines to furl the topsails.

“in the mudst of tus confusion I went
below to look at the glass. It stood against
the trunk of the mizzenmast at the foot of
the companion steps. The captain had
gpoken truly. The mwrcury had shrunk
out of sight. It was not visible even be-
tween the interstices of the screen at the
base of the instrument.

‘1 d“?fed myself back to the deck even
more terrified than the captain. The cloud
had risen perceptibly during the few miin-
utes I was below. The forked lightning
wax plaving fliereely and the ominous rumb-
ling was growing louder and more frequent
To accentuate «ur terror was the thought
thut there were 125 kege of gunpowder
under the main hatch.

“The captaln having given all the orders
needed for the moment was leaning de-
jeetedly against the side of the cabin wirth
his eyes fixed on the rising cloud. 1 went
to his side and asked:

* ‘Captain, did you ever know the glass
to act that way before?’

* ‘Never, sir, in all my sea going.'

“The occasion was rot conducive to con-
versation so it oecurred to me, after a few
minutes’ silence, 1o see if 1 could find hov
low the mercury had really fallen. I went
helow and after a while by some trouble
managed to remove the sereen from the
hase of the barometer. [ gave a call that
brought the captain headlong into the

| eabin.

“The extraordinary fall of the glaxs was
explained. [t had not heen caused by the
weather. The bulb was broken and all of
the mercury had run out of the tube.

“The only mystery was how the bulb
came to be broken, and that was never
wolved. The captain attributed it to the
clumsiness of the steward, but the sus-
pected man vehemently disclaimed any
responsibility for the accident. I may add
that the storm worked around to the
north'ard without our getting so much as a
catspaw out of it." -

WILL MOVE TO THE n.uum,u:.i

Hope Deferred Leads Bloomington, Mo.,
to Seck a New Site,
Macox, Mo., Feb, 27.-—John and Jeane

e ot el thas both Wally Wanderoon | Lewia brother and sister, »f Oid Bioom-

ington, drove over to Macon this week
to pay their taxes. They had vieited the
county seat once a year for this purpose
aver since 1863, when the county seat was
removed from Bloomington to Macon as
a military expedient,

They informed Collector William Stamper
that this would be the last time he would
property from
Bloomington

“Looking for a cyclone up vour way?”

| asked Mr. Stamper

“No; going to roll the town down to the
railroad. that's all.*®

Mr. Lewis explained that the citizens
had arrangei to remove the twenty-five

or thirty frame buildings of the old town
two and a half miles to the northeast to
a point on John W. Gates's lowa and 8t.

| Louis Railroad

Bloomington is ten miles in the interior
[ts citizens have been praving for a railroad
for fifty-two years r.mhmrn came their
wry six distinet times, but the old town
seemed to be a sort of non-conductor and
the railroads shied off in another direetion

The preliminary survey of the lowa and
8t. Louis road went right through the town
and the few remaining citizens built a bon-
fire and 1here was general rejoicing  Then
the line was shifted two miles further east
and digconsolation hovered over the de-
caving hamlet. The last disappointment
seemed 1o fill the cup to the brim

Then Williamn laove, white-haired, bent
with 80 vears, but filed with the grim de-
termination of the soldier that turns dis-

aster into victory, called the citizens to- |

gether and sald
“For fifty-two years these ratlroads

| have done everything they can to rain our

town and have well nigh sucoseded. There
an't much of us left, but what there is s

Just as (uml prople a8 sit on top of ths |

varth ow, if these fellows don't wan

to come to us, what's the matter with us |

gog o them?

The proposition was adopted  Commit

loes e tow at vwork secking & favorable |

wite for the town, which, instend of being
called Old Bloomington, as it has  beey

for the last century, will be oalled Now

Bloowengion
I 1850 Bloomungton was the oounty soat
of Mucon county and the metropolis of
northern Missourt  Ite tirmt bhope for
railrond was (o 1881, when Bob Biewant
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SUNDAY,

N THE BREATH
OF A CIGARETTE.

A Mining Prospector Does Some
Love Making by the Way and
Makes a Discovery.

Copyright, 1908, by L. M. Burns.

The mule Shultz rode pricked up its ears.
Down the trail there loomed an apparition.
At first it looked like a bundle of dirty,
gay-colored rags. Then he saw it was a
squaAW.

*Who-0-0 you-u?”" she challenged him
in a high, singsong treble.

“Who you?" returned Shultz good-na-
turedly. It was his disposition to learn
more than he told,

“Me, big chief squaw. Him heap dead!
Long time woman me!*

It sounded like a dirge. Shults did not
doubt that she was a hundred. She was
ugly and squat. Her head was thatohed
with ash-colored hair, and her cheeks were
seamed with a thousand wrinkles.

Shultz had never seen a creature so
uncouth and pitiable. He thrust his hand
into his pocket

“Want a querter?”

She clutched it in her claw-like hand.
Her bright eyes glittared—it might have
been with gratitade. She laid hold of his
bridle. Her quavering falsetto was low-
ered to an eager whisper.

“You know N nn'e R? You know him?”

Shultz was staril d. The Nannie R was
the mine he had come to inspect—per-
haps to buy. And it was not his custom
to advertise his mission.

“You know Nannie R?
Nannie R heap sell y ou.”

With a warning shake of her gray head
she loosened the rein and trotted on.
She trotted faster than the mule oould
walk. When Shultz reached the town she
was alrea 'y gloriously drunk. So apparently
was the rest of the camp, for it was Sunday,
and the day of rest,

Shultz put up his mule and engaged a
room in the Forked Tail Hotel. He strolled
about a little and philosophized. Then he
returned to his room, lit his pipe and pre-
pared to write to the Denver schoolma'am.

Shultz was & mining man, who travelled
about “with money in his bootleg,” a de-
cent share of it his own. For the rest,
he was a sober, methodical, German sort of
fellow, whose Sunday habit was to write to
the Denver schoolma'am to whom he meant
1o bropose marriage some day.

The intention was not a new onhe, nor
disquieting. If any one was anxious, it was
not Shultz. !

The letter, headed at Forked Tail, which
Shultz wro*e to the Denver schoolma'am,
began with the elevation and mean annual
rainfall. Then he told about the shrewd
old squaw, with a renewed wonder at her
penetration. The incident gave tone to
his letter, and carried him away from sta-
tistios.

“I've got into—and out of—a lot of mining
eamps,” he wrote, “but Forked Tail is the
real thing. This is a good day to study
social customs,

“Religion here consis*s of taking a bath
on Sunday, and there be those that back-
slide. No wonder. There isn't a white
woman on the river. The men seem content
enough, though.

“Now there's Romero, my landlord. He
isn't Spanish, though his name is—fortu-

You know him?

her.

“They say £he's the belle of the diggings, |
and Tevis, the boss of the mine, dropped |

his fist on a man once on her account, and
the man—well, he didn't testify. 1 suppose
she's some black-eyed, thick-bodied beauty
that will look like that old hag of a chief's
squaw in a faew more years, but meanwhile
the men will fight over her till she marries
oneo of them.

«There's a dance on for to-night, and |

I suppose one would see the beauty and
the chivalry. I'm anxious to secure my
samples and get away

“This mine, by the way, is reported prom-
ising, and I'm looking it up for mywself .
If it should really be as good as they say,
and I should buy it, you know, and come
here to develop it——"

Shultz paused and puffed gently at h's
pipe. There was romance in him, but it
wak the romanca inheritel from genera-
tions of pips smokers and did not intarfere
with h's heart beats

The Denver schoolma’am would make
him an admirable wife  Through the soft
wreathes he could see her, sensible and
kissable and kind, enveloped in ruffied
gingham and up to her dimpled elbows in
dough! A memory of the breakfast he
had eaten gripped him, and he laid down
his pipe with a look that might have roused
the interest of the Denver schoolma'am

What LeTmeant to write, history does not
He laid his pipe on the window
sill  The window was rickety, and the
porch ontside ruttled and shook with the
lightest step

Koine one eame tripping up, the window
foll with a bang, and 8huliz's meer chaum,
companion and lnspre of all his domestic
roveries, was ashes and dust beiore his

| oyes!
Witz wiiered & word not listed in Ger- |

man gramnars for the young
“1 beg pardon.” he said vaguely

A face was framed in the window -a
coul . s, sallow, saft<chescked little face,
with eves that bothered b They were
very dark and very desp-looking. like

ety water under & shadowing bank —the
cuul one braows hinwelf lest he slip into
And Bhulte, who had all his life cherishad
the helief that & woran's syes are given
Ler to see with (with speotgcles or with
out as e cane ey beo clute wd at b hasle
and starsd digsily
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He sent her away |

And then, |

1903.
very sheet whereon he had commenced
his momentous message to the Denver
schoolma'am. nod

paralyzed.

Now, it is a pretty art to malie a cigarette.
Mo foliowed ﬁ:: motions curiously. How
‘udldondy she sifted the tobacco into the

ollowed groove! / How cleverly her fingers
wound the paper around the weed! How
slim her facile fingers were.

Suddenly, on her quick-moving fingers,
he no a stain of yellow. A ing
load slipped from his outr-*ad ego. She
was not maki game of him. BShe also
was a smoker of cigarelles.

Then Shultz brought himself back with
a shook. was puritanical. The girl
was lmro-lb s

*Look here,” he said grufily, “l1 never
smoke those things. Neither cught you
It's a shame for a ;lrl- to do a thing lik

that. And

But she had raised the cigarette to her
lips. He had not counted on that. A
queer leelim swelled up in his bosom,

ressin heartbeats and breathing.
he girl was looking at him with her
od, sea-green eyes swimming with
tears of pain and astonishment. Then
:.i:h her lipe still parted, she slowly lowered

" ‘Oc,». on,” he implored her. “Finish
up
But she shook her head and started
toward the door.
*1 wasn't nise,” she murmered shame-
facedly. “Youdoan even know my narme.”
Shulte caught her hands.
“What is your name? I want to know

. ' ' - i t
P‘r me b’ ! I'm Nannie Romero-—- hEy
oal N o

me Naanie R.

*Yea, I'll lot rou by. But finish it up for
me—I want it, the cigarette. I must
have it.”

He was daft now, was Shultz, and
he placed hl If in her way with the reck-
less look which some women witness oftener
in a lifetime than others. It may have
been that he girl had known the look be-
fore. Bhe sighed a little and moved again
aa if to pass .

*Give it to me! You will, won't you,
Nannje R?"

She gave it to him and passed out. And
Shultz, with a quick, indrawn breath,
lifted the tte and kissed it, again
and again, on the damp edge where her
lips had touched it.

And that afternoon, because she did not

n, he broke into the habit of
ears and got his samples from the mine.

@ had simply forgotten that it was Sunday.

It was late when he returned. He had
done a deal of thinking, which he imagined
had profited him. Hut as he deposited
the canvas bags containing his samples
his ear caught the wail of a lone violin
across the street and he knew that the
dance was on.

He sat down and prepared to finish his
letter to the Denver schoolma’am. Through
the open window came laughter and the
sound of dancing feet, Nannie R. was
there, he told himself scornfully, pow-
wowing on the Babbath night.

He bent his mind to the written ;)ngm-
and tried to shut out the thought of her,
but the tune of the fiddle came between
him and the comprehension of anything
that was worded there, Noever was siren’s
call as alluring as those fitful strains, and
he stared at the letter despairingly, lice
Ulysses oun ‘he mast,

Shultz seized his pen and dipped into
the ink.

*Will you marry me?" he wrote des-

rately. “For heaven's sake, say yes!”

Then locking in his samples (80 much
of professional caution was left to him =till),
he plunged barelicaded down inio the
street to mail it to the Denver school-

‘am.
The letterdrop was L{' the open door
of the ballroom whare the light streamed
out. When the letter fell he felt anchored,
saved. The half-breed doorkeoper touched
him on the arm.

*Ticket?™ he sald expectantly. “Two
dolla'n half."

Shuitz fmid the money and went inside,
His moral fibre was weakened; it may have
been that the late struggle of viciory had
| thrown him off his guard. Certainly it
was not what he had meant to do.

She was dancing with Walt Tevis, the
yvoung boss of the mine. Shultz woke up
to the danger of his position by finding
himself horribly jealous.

He nited with a eavage feeling that hir
rival was yvoung and good-looking, and
that his arm was around her waist. He
de-ided that he would wever buy the fel-

| low's mine. Then he decided that he would |
| about

| The ltttle man broke down.

| buy it, and make hitn get away. Then he
| ceased to think of him at all,

| In the whole roomful he had eves for
| only her. He could not have told what she
| wore, but he knew that =he looked lovely,
i and that the brilliants were still in her hair.

| The dance ended, and Shultz pressed

to her side

*Nanni» R.," he murmured, “may I have
the next?”

“Mine," said Walt Tevis, aggressively
“Her dances are all promised,

But she sii her arm into the arm of
Shultz and they were on the floor.

His dancing marked him a true son of the
Fatherland. He had music in his soles,
and possessed a religion for pumps and
war. But that night he was not conscious
of rough boards or heavy boots, but only
of the noft alim thing his arm encircled

He noted, with a sort of wonder, how
perfectly her step glided into his. He
thought there wax something divine and
intimate in it, something that belonged
to just those two. He did not know that
whe had learned her art, with much labor,
at the high-oclass hoarding school

The fiddle's strains seemed to him like
the music of the spheres, and the glittering
comb Leuneath his eves like a star cluster
from the galaxy, and the part in her Lair
like the crescent moon, and the hreath of it
like the night wind out of the fragrant
‘ dark.

He wanted to say those things 19 her

It seemed in a way that he was saving
]'hom But the close touch of her was
| enough in ftself for his stunned mind 1o
| comprehend, and they were silent to the
" dane's closs

Her little head drooped listlessly on his
shoulder
| *Take me home.” she
am »o tired "

“RBut your other dances®"

“l doan wan' to danoe with that Tevis,
I doan like conceited men.  An' anvhow,
{ 'm tired *

Onee in the coolness of the street sly
revived Wke a fower, and wiraighiencd
1

breathed |

»

“I doan hke that Tevis He nained
hits mine from me . Wa n't that ooneeite "
' “Perhas 'l buy the mine of him and
then 1) be glad he did ©

They walked s fow steps in silenee

“Where were you all afie’ noon®’

“Out at the mine getiing samples

“| booked for you " she confessed sy s
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She rolled his cigarettes and lit them
her own, and he smoked while he toiled—
hundreds of them, it might have been.
Afterward when he went back to oount
the stumps, something had become of !
them, thou‘h the dusty office had not been |
swept. He had only the burnt stump of
the last one she had kissed and given to
him—he had slipped it into his bosom.
P(;)l:. sober, Oermui\l;hearted Sn\g:. o
e was wrapped in a great st shawl,
E:.l’o red and dull moss-green. It was
barous, bizarre, but when she put it on
it was herself, the coral of her lips, and
green of her shadowy eyes. Then she
stood up, shivering prettily.

“I'm cole!® she frett “Le's throw
up the job!"

It was impossible to resist her.

*Sing to me,” he pleaded. “You said
yon'dsing "

She looked at him oddly. He did not
know that she mang as she danced, with a

rfectneas acquired at the hl‘:\-chu
hoarding school. He only knew that her
volce waa soft and slurring, and sweeter
to him than any musie he had ever heard.

“You mayn't like my songs. An' you
won't understan’. You know I'm Indian,
doan you? My gran'mother, she was &
Princess, oh, mi an’' miles away.

eat chief came an' saw her. He

er away."”

She pulled a feather from the duster
in the corner and stuck it in her ha r. It
nodded and swayed and beckoned. 'Then,
without a word of warning, she sank down
at his feet.

ulsl eko eada toochee?
tto hopee! Ma na more!

Her child's face was tilted wistfully,
and the feather cast a shadow across her
brow. Her little hands beat together like
the fall of rain or dead leaves, and her
body swayed before his dizzied ‘

How the song was to linger in heart
after it all was over? How he was to hear
its little notes of longing in the pine irees
after that. “Cooda katima? Ma na more!

Her little languid hands, so pale against
the heavy background of her shawll The
sweet drone of her voice over the minor
melody, so full of longing, so full of mys-
tery! She might have ‘boen singing of
sassion and yearning, of love coming at

t, with moccasined feet, treading upon
pine needles——

uis eko cada toochee?
a na more! Ma na more!

She was such a little, heaped-up, sad-
eyed thing at his feet there, #0 easily lifted
up and comforted! So easily folded to one’s
breast, with both one's arms!

“Nannie R! Nannie R!"

He was kneeling before an omﬂty place—
the was gone. And outside he caught
the echo of a little mooking laugh.

Shuitz bought the mine. r'he assay was
remarkably good, and he didn't even bond
it. The cfﬁsl was consummated at the
county seat, Walt Tevis pocketed about
five thousand or so and strolled down the
«treet toward the station and Shultz
mounted his mule and set out for Forked

ail.

About a mile from town the mule ricked
up his ears. An apparation loom in the
trail before him. In the gathering dusk
it lonked like a bundle of _g.y:oolored but
dirty rags. On nearer vision it proved to
be a aquaw.

“Who-0-0 you-u?*® she challen him in
the familiar high, sing-song treble.

“I'm Shultz,” he answered abstractedly.
“Iet me go by." A

The nlﬁ ereature clutched at his bridle
rein and peered up into his face )

“You know Nannie R? You know him?”

“1 bought the Nanuie R," he said, im-
patiently, “Here's a quarter. Now let
me hy."”

Qhe clutchad the quarter, peered at him
again and broke into a fit of weird and
frightful laughter,

‘“()h. ho, ho, ho, ho! Oh, ho.'hn..ho!
Nannie R heap smart gran'girl! Nannie R
heap sold you'!”

"{'m," e agreed. *“Nannie R heap sold
to me. And if you promise not to use it for
whiskey, 11l give you a nickel more. Now
let me by!” .

She let him go by. But down the hill
the sound of her uncanny merriment fol-
lowed himn .

*Nannie R hoar smart gran'girl! Nannie
R heap sold you!”

The Forked Tail hotel seemed quiet—
enmpty, somebow. HRomero met him and
l.qu-d giad to see him. Shultz wondered
why he should seem =o lonesome.

His room was ready, but Shultz llngervd
Finally he asked for Nannie R

“Haven't vou heard yet? She's gone—

*Eloped'”

“With Tevis—gone to Mexico, I suppose.
o has a gold mine there, Though why
thev should ¢lope I can't make out. 1

his mine here wasn't much- never thought
it would bring the figure it did. Going
to vour room now? Your mail is on the
table.”

. L] . L] . L -

His mail was on the table, and he1” an
hour or g0 later Shultz examined it. Amoi g
the letters was a package addressed in
neat  vertical script, and postmarked
Denver. luside was a handrome meer-
sohaum pipe, the twin of his old companion
in domestic reveries. And tucked shyly
in the case with it was a message which
would mesn a white tie rome day at high
noon for 8 ulty, instead of the rolling
collar of & nannel shirt. The Denver schocl
ma’am had sent them both

Shultz filled the pipe slowly with the wead
be loved, and leaned back in his chair.
The smoke curled up in tranquil clouds,
and hoversd about his h A look of
blissful contentment came upon his face

Shultz, the pipe-smoker, had returned
to his lost estate

M pipe burned low and the smoker
opened his vest, From the inner pocker,
ahove his heart, he took the small burnt
stump of a cigarette. Carefully uncurling
the paper he sifted the contents into his
hand and studied it intently

Adhering to the weed were certain tiny

wpeets of vellow, that glittered as the lamp-
light struck them. He recalled a famous
case of mine salting that he had heard
about and his mind went back 1o that
avening over the bucking-board.

The fumes  of those cligarettes  had
mounted to his brain, but their ashes Lhad
fallon oo his samples  And it was oty
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OE JOLLY BOY'S
TRIP TO JOLLY LAND.

In Which He Tells of the Cannibals
and His Narrow Escape
From Being Eaten.

I had heard the fishermen ray that «ma.
wuere in the China Sea was an island n-
habited by cannibale, and that many fisher.
men whose boats had been blown far o
to sea by storms had been captured and
eaten by these islanders.

The stories had not frightened me, a
1 knew the cannibals never approachad
the shore, and that there was no fear of
my ever meeting them,

The wind held steady for me on the night
I saw the memaid, and, though 1 %
to manage the boat, I caught a few wink.
of sleep now and then,

It I had not been born jolly I should
bhave felt very lonely out upon the wide
sea by mynelf and darkness all around,
but as it was, I sang and whistled and
laughed, as on the previous night, and the
hours slipped away and daylight finally
came.

Soarcely had the darkness begun to fade
away when an island loomed up in from
of me. It was covered with trees, and neat
its centre was @& very high hill. It was
almost high enough to be called a mountain

I could not tell whether I had arrived
at the island of Jolly Land, or whether
this was some other island. Never onoe
did the thought come to e that it might
be the place where the cannibals lived.

1 sailed in close to shore looking for a
good spot to land, and, though I kept a
good lookout, I saw no people. I thought
it was so early in the morning that none
of them was yet awake, and coming to s
sandy beach I ran my boat ashore aud got
out to look around.

The ground was covered with green
grass, and there were many trees bearing
wild fruit. A stream of cold water ran
down to the sea just where I landed and when
I had taken a drink and eaten some o the
fruit I felt so good that 1 began to sing
and laugh. If I had only known wha
danger lurked there I should have been
a8 quiet &8 A mMouse,

It wasn't more than five minutes after
1 began to laugh when I saw a dozen naked
savages dodging around in a grove not far
away. Fach one was armed with a club,
and as I stood there staring at them they
brandished their weapons and uttered such
ghouts that my hair stood on end.

Knowing them to be enemies, and sus
pecting they might be the cannibals of
whom I had heard, I ran to my boit and
jumped in and pushed off. The men wer
almost upon me as 1 left the shore, and |
saw that they were as black as negroe:
and as flerce as tigers. They danced about
and yelled like Indians, and I pur up my
sail in a hurry and headed out to sea

As I had seen no canoss on the shore |
felt safe when I was half a mile from th
beach, but lo! three boats came paddling
after me as I looked around,

They had been concealad in the bushes
further down the shore. There were six
natives in each craft, and they were deter
mined to capture me,

I held my boat before the wind, that &he
might go at her best speed, but I soon saw
that the canoes were gaining on me If I
had laughed before, I did not do any laugh
ing now. I knew that if 1 was captured
1 should be roasted and devoured by thoe
terrible-looking men.

My boat went through the water pretiy
fast, but the canoes nred faster, and wheu
I was a mile and a half from shore, J coul!
have thrown a stone over the nearest crafl
I had no weapons of any sort, but eve
it I had had a rifle or epear I ghould have
been helpless to fight so many enemies.

I was saved in a strange way. As the
canoes came on, and as the first one wo ald
have been up to me in five minutes wore
gome sgort of a creature rose up out of the
sea and clutched the craft and dragged V'
under. 1 cannot tell you what it looked
like, as my face was turned the other way

I heard yells and shouts from the canni
bals, followed by a great splashing in the
water, and when I looked around the cano
was gone and two or three savages wen
swimming toward the other craft.

Whatever it was that had come tomv
rescue, it go terrified the savages that th
two other canoes immediately put back
and made all haste to reach the shore, aiv
I was molested no more

I could see other people also--me
women and children-—on the beach a
they kept ahnulinr and shaking their f<-
at me ax long as [ was in sight Ir was 2
good two hours before I felt like laugni«
over my adventure and, perhaps, [ did:
laugh very heartily then )

In my next if you will read it vou «
learn of my arrival in Jolly Tand and "
curious manner in which I discoversd the
right island

To be continued
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